EPILOGUE
dead alone. Nobody can ever know what we of the
Empire owe to the million British men and women
who died to give us our present-day peaceful
comfort and prosperity.5
4It behoves us to carry on their torch/          a
big boy, 'to make the British Empire worthy of
them/
'That is so/ replied the leader: cwe will go to see
the statue of Nurse Cavpll before we go back; on It
you will see what she said just prior to her military
execution in Brussels, during the Great War/
'What did she say?5 asked the same inquisitive
small boy.
'She said: "Patriotism Is not enough, I must have
no hatred or bitterness for anyone/" replied the
master. "But let us go in here before we leave - we
may find something to Interest us about our ancestors/
'What room is this?' asked a boy who had hitherto
been silent.
'It is what they call the Hall of Platitudes and
Broken Promises/ replied the leader. 'Formerly It
was the room in which the British Secretary of
State for War presided over the Army Council.
They did* their very best for their country; but
they too were on the wrong track altogether. Look
what they used to go by. Up there you see an ancient
shibboleth, which only the Great War exposed; "To
ensure Peace, prepare for War ts That platitude
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